No Excuses 


Author: myfairy-queen 

Bands: Alice in Chains 

Characters: Mike Inez, Sean Kinney 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat May 24 2014 12:31:03 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


No Excuses 


Author's Notes: 
Based off of my muses and that one time Sean told the whole world that Mike gave him chlamydia 


136 AM. on Sunday Morning, 1993 


The sun had long fallen and the digital clock on the nightstand read "1:36 AM." as Mike and Sean entered their 
hotel room. Playing in such a big festival like Lollapalooza could really take a toll on a person, and Mike had been 


yawning all night long. He immediately removed his black, Tool band shirt and his jeans, leaving his black boxers 


on as he climbed into the neat and comfy hotel bed. 


Meanwhile, Sean was relieving himself in the bathroom. He placed his hand on the wall above the toilet to 
steady himself. Liquor was nothing new to him, and two drinks certainly wouldn't be enough to classify him as 
"hammered" but he was a little unsteady. After he was done, he undressed down to his boxers. He washed his 
hands, and took out his nose ring. The toothbrush sitting idly on the counter was put to good use and then he 
exited the bathroom. 


He wasn't surprised to see Mike already lying in the bed; Mike had been leaning on Sean all night and yawning. 
The room lights were turned off and as Sean got to his side of the bed, he removed his boxers. Lightly, he 
spooned Mike, who was quickly dozing off. 


Despite Mike obviously being tired, by way of routine, he should have been up for if. Sean certainly was and 
there was stirring in his groin. He placed his arm over Mike and began rubbing against the thin black boxers. 


He whispered, "Mikey." 


In response, Mike shoved Sean's arm off of his body. A little put off by this, Sean tried a softer approach. He 
rubbed Mike's thigh gently. Mike gripped Sean's arm and threw it off of him. 


Sean sat up and turned on the bedside lamp. "Mike, what is wrong with you? You've been acting like this all 
night!" 


In return, he received no response. 

He placed a hand on Mike's back and tried again, "Mike," 

Again, no response. 

"Michael, what the hell did | do?" 

Mike snapped, "Don't you dare call me that." 

"Mike, what did | do?" Sean questioned, "I'm not a fucking mind reader, okay." 

Mike responded in deep, goofy voice, "Ha-ha yeah, he gave me chlamydia" 

Sean groaned, "You're acting like a child, Mike. You laughed, it was a joke." 

Mike fell silent, again. There was nothing more to say, and Sean surely wasn't going to apologize because it was 
a joke. Sean figured that Mike would wake up and realize that he was acting like a child. He would apologize, and 
then repay Sean. Yep, that was it; Mike was just taking a rain check tonight. After all, Sunday mornings were 
"nookie mornings.” 

RK 


1012 AM on that same, Sunday Morning, 1793 


The Commodores once sang, ‘lm easy like Sunday morning" and | believe that everyone should feel that way on 
Sunday mornings. Easy. 


The sun was beaming through the curtains and the birds were chirping. Today was definitely an easy Sunday 
morning. Sean felt euphoric and Mike had slipped back into his embrace throughout the morning. Sean slipped an 


arm around Mike and buried his face in his hair. The scent and texture of Mike's hair was enough to make 


Sean need to rub one out. It isn't easy to find an abundant amount of people with Mike's hair quality. Sean 
swung his right leg over Mike's body, feeling him stir. 


"Morning, baby." Sean exhaled. 
Mike yawned and asked, "What time is it? Is it Sunday?" 


Gently, Sean pushed his groin up against Mike's backside and grunted, "Yeah, baby. It's Sunday." Silently, Sean 
was hoping Mike had come to the conclusion that it was a joke and everything would be okay. Even if he was 
asleep all night, maybe he realized that he was overreacting. 


He soon figured out that Mike hadn't forgotten when he retorted, "Sean, get off of me! Oh heaven forbid | give 
the almighty, Sean Kinney, chlamydia again!" 


"You're a trip Mikel" Sean exclaimed. "Get over yourself, it was joke" 

"It wasnt fucking funny, Sean! 

Sean exhaled and responded, "You know what Mike, forget it" 

He pushed the bed sheets off of his body and stormed over to the love seat, by the television 


He laid back and spread his legs. He palmed his erection before moving a hand over his nipples. They were both 
nubs by now and each time he ran a hand over them, he gasped. Finally, he gripped one lightly between his 
index finger and thumb and twisted it, moaning loudly. He did the other then ran a hand back down to his cock. 
He could hear Mike stirring in the bed and smirked to himself. He gripped the base of his cock and ran his 
right hand all the way up to the head. He moaned louder as he kept stroking and pre-cum began to coat his 
fingers. 


"Fuck me." he breathed out. "Mikey.. you're so good to me.." he moaned as he began bucking his hips. He 
stroked with one hand and fondled his balls with the other. He was getting overwhelmingly close and moaned 
louder. His head fell back and he grunted, "I'm gonna.. ugh," as he released all over himself. His mouth hung 


open and he sank deep into the seat in post orgasmic bliss. 


Behind him, he could hear rushed footsteps and turned to see Mike headed for the bathroom. Mike slammed 


the door, but sure enough, muffled moans could be heard from behind it. 


A few minutes later Mike returned to the room and flopped into the bed Sean got up from the love seat and 
walked over to the bed looking down at Mike for a second. He assumed his position re-spooning his beautiful 


yet upset boyfriend. 


As soon as Mike felt Sean's lithe body wrap around him, he immediately declared, "That had nothing to do with 


you, Sean Kinney.” 


Sean kissed the back of his neck and said,"You love me." 
Mike sighed, "You're an asshole." 


"Yeah, I'm your asshole." Sean retorted, and Mike leaned back into his embrace, smiling. Finally, they began to 


doze off. 


Easy lke Sunday Morning 


